





“Sweat standing beaded on Our brows
Heads turned to each other, eyes met as we bow
Knowing the Secret that kept us apart from
The others that knew naught of our rites
In the darkness.

A Sisterhood with no real name but
A difference shared that somewhere in
Our hearts we knew would again
Be brought before the man-made rules of governments
And churches.

We prepared the Way for Our Daughters as
We kneaded flat breads for Shabbat, as
We stood in food lines for commodities to feed
Our own, when the wars left us alone with our victory gardens.
We prepared the Way for Our Daughters as
We waited tables to pay for our tuition in order to
Learn more than our Mothers had been able to
Before us.

And now We can stand again,

Lighting candles as We call down
Transcendence to become
Immanence within Us.

For We Art Goddess."

~Wren
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